THE CELINA

NEAL of éhe NAVY

0y William Hamilton Osborne,

AUTI’&OR OF “RED MOUSE'" “"RUNNING FIGHT,"
“CATSPAW," “BLUE BUCKLE,"ETC.
NOVELIZED FROM THE PHOTO PLAY OF THE SAME

NAME PRODUCED BY PATHE EXCHANGE, INC.

CORYRICNT; 1915 BY WHULLIALI HANILTON QSBORNE
T i

SYNOPSIS.
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NINTH INSTALLMENT

T+E YELLOW PERIL

CHAPTER XL.
The Pests of Tortuga.

The commander of tho Albany low-
<red his glasses. He beckoned to
Nenl Hardin, & gunner on his ship.
Nogl onswered the summons and sa-
futed.

“You moey inform your friend Misp
fMington aod her party that in half
an hour they will be set ashore at

Tortugy,” he directed,
Neal started off, “One moment,”
added the commander, “Tell Miss II-

ingtoo that I'd like to speak to her”

WNeal found Annotte and delivered
4he message—and In a4 moment An-
notte wos at the commander's side,

“Miss Dington,” #ald the command-
ar, “without Intruding, may I ask the
purpose of your extensive peregrina.
tlon 3

“Perogrinntion describes It eafd
annatte lnughing, "and you may."
She glanced about her-—even there—
@ Dbit sateaithily, and produced hor
chamoels bag, and from it took the
mup—the old time-worn, yellow, tat-
tored parchment mop of the Lost lsle
af Clanibar, The communder glanced
at it with Interest,

‘Hum," he sald at length,
tudd, na Intitude™

Annecita omiled, “Heat brirgs out
lenn inscription,” she returned,

“no longl-

the hidd
‘the lntitude fs there but you ean't

Annutte Ministers to the Sick.

soe It—so I8 the lopgitude, 1 know
it by lheart—18 degrees 30 minutes
morth nnd 123 degrees 40 minutes
wast—and there, somehow, [ hope to
meat my Inther—and find his quick-
ailver mines.”

“Pacitie oucean,” mused the com-
mayder, “off Mexico, Central Amer-
fen—south America—but not far off.
Thero's something in my mind about
that locallty—what is it? I've heard
4allc aboug it somewhere, Something—
4 can't recall"

He returned the map. “What I de-
gired to say, Miss Ilington,” he went
on, "is this—Iif T had my way I'd take
you thers, But the United States
navy has other dutles to perform.
Yonder is Tortuga. We'll see you
anfe ashore—and if we find the shoro
dsu't safe, we'll see you safe ashore
gome other place, I am expecting or-
ders dally, to return. Glad to have
been of service,

An hour later Annette and her
party disembarked from one of the
Albany's launches,

Pack in the jungle, on the outskirta
of the Astee village of Corazon del
Sol, n fow days before, thres men—
necompanied by nnative guide or two
—hid crept through the jungle toward
clviligation and the shore. On the
gecond day they had reschod s rails
way atation, such as it wan, and & rall

roud, such as It was  They found
the stationmaster

“When does the next train go?”
demanded Hernandez

The oMelal yawned., “When she re-
turns from Tortuga, the postilential-—
possibly tomorrow afternoon.”

Hernandez stamped hig foot impe
tlantly

Hours Inter from a elump of troes
on the outskirts of Tortuga Hernao-

dez, Ponto and Brute peersd aoross
the huy

ddenty Hernandeg celutehed Pon
to by the nrm, “Look) ha oried, ‘thoey
| com

Throueh the apening in tha lonves
| he pointed toward the wharf, Annetle
anil ber lttle coterie wore lunding on
the wliarfl

“Ponto,” sald Hernundez, “that 1e-
‘1‘ wildeat of & girl-—she and hur
smooth-meed awesthourt—they have
tricked us long enough. Thin time
| ey ghall not get nway.”
] CHAPTER XL

Pestilence,

‘s Annette's party passed along,
gingle file, up the nparrow oOvVergrowi
ghora road, slapplig and swatting
mosquitoea to their heart’s content,
thiey Leard a gquick (tep behind them
They turned. An officer closing up
their roar, saluted,

e was the ship's surgeon, He
#trode on with brisk pace. “Le&t me
gét ahead thers If you please” he

sald, “there’s something that 1 don't
like about this place—I want to have
a look.™

Searcely had he sald it bofore a
native waman dartad out of a tumble-
down hut—one of many that fronted
on the shore road.

“Madre di Dlos,"
neconts,  “Americanos—
For the love of heaven.”

She kneeled by the rondside and as
the surgeon swung along, she clasped
him by the knees,

“Ay ehlld—my man child—my only
one,” gho walled. in the Spanish
tenpve, “he is ut death's door. Help,
Seior, senora, senorita—help,”

The surgeon lifted the woman to
her feot, Mo spoke soothingly in
apanlgh to her, and turned and told
the others what she sald,

“(io on, everybody,” he crisd, point-
fng up the road, “let nobody follow
we, Go your way."”

Anpette and her little party pro-
aeaded forthwith to the hotel—a flimsy
affuir, rejoleing In the cognomen of
the Inn of the Spanish Don
| Hut after hut the surgeon enteéred,
glancing quizgically Into the face of
goma sufferer—nodding solemnly with
pursed-up lips—left tablets and direc-
tivks, and then went on his way,

Fipally he found his way to the cen-
ter of the town and mude an inquiry.
Ho was directed to asomewhat formal
looking bullding.

The surgeon strode on inoto the
house. He found the mayor in his
pajamas, smoking a cigar.

The surgeon seated himself and ae-
copted & palmleaf fan. “Sorry,” he
said, “but your place reeks with yel-
low fever—you've got an epldemlic on
your hands—"

Mayor Hamon Carrol started up.
“Madre di Dios,” he cried, “what—not
another one. They will impeach mo—
it is ruin, Say not so0.”

The surgeon nodded. “Don't get ex-
cited, Senar Carrol,” he returned, "for-
tunately the Albany {8 In the road-
gtead, 1'll tetch over a hospital force.
Wa'll do what we cun. Have you got
a piece of paper—1 want half a dozen
sheets, That's what | came here for."

He got them and went on his way.
His way lay past the Inn of the Span-
ish Don, He stopped.

“Here, Gunner Hardin," ho eried,
“gome out in the rond and epray me
with this." Neal sprayed him. The
surgeon sat down In the hotel office
and harangued Annotte's party., He
harrangued them from a distance, “You
people,” he sald, “are in no danger—
not even Mrs, Hardin—if you follow
my instructions.

“The {important thing,” went on the
surgecn, “is the mosquitoes, It isn't
likely the bites you've got have done
you any harm. 1'll leave you tablets
anyhow, to ward the fever off. But
I'l do more—I'll have mosquito net-
ting fotched over from the ship and
you can gleep under it at night. Now
1 want help—"

He distributed the sheets of official
paper he had obtalned from Mayor
Ramon Carral,

“8it down—all of you—anywhere,"
he commuanded, “and write out what I
say. It'll bo in Spanish—and It's got
to ba plain, I'll spell the words so
you won't go wrong. Begin.”

And then he dictated the warning
that was posted that afternoon in all
the publie places of the town.

ghe erfed In shrill
help—suceor

NOTICE,

All people are hereby warned
that yellow fever is carrled by
mosquitoes. Aveld besing bitten If
you can and kill all the mosqul-
toes you find,

AAMON CARROL, Mayor.

In cooperation with U, §, 8, Al
bany,

“Gunner,” he sald o Neal, “you're
on shore leavs, | know, But I'd be
glad it you'd buckle to and tack these
up In town. LUl go back to the ship
and get my sygued and & few supplios,
Unpt(l then good-by,"

That afterncon Ramon Carrol, the
mayor of Tortuga, sood, now clad in
his officisl uniform, in the middis of
his doorwuy, surrounded by a clamor
ing mob,

“Beo, now, my people,” he ex-
claimed, “there s no cause for alarm.
See what 1 am dolng for you—-what
other mayor bas done 20 much? Note
the magnificent cruisar—af the United

States—the Albanez— 1 have seat for
it—Iit las come—at my request. Up
on thut crulser are the most wonders
ful spotialists 1n the world—they are
Among voy—sos, yonder—soe their
white costs—here, thore, everywhere,
it of my private fortune (which 18
vant, my ohildren) out of my privatoe

fortune | am paying all these speclal-
He nighted suddenly a
outikirts of the orowd.

His manuer ehanged, The figure was

ngure on the

that of the surgeon of the Albany—
he prosked forward aml jolned the
bk iy
AL, wenor,” sald the mayor, speak
Ing in a low toneand rapidly, 1 have
hosn telling my people—aoe 1 have
cougregite them for the purpope—
how 1 beneficent your country 14
—how you have, froe of all charge
and without expens¢—come (o our
prosperous little community and have
fight the pestilence. They ure grate-
ful.”
The stirgeon snorted, “"Excuse me
for o moment,” he exclaimed He

dartod down the street and caught o
young wornun by the arm just as she
wae eotering an adobe hut,

The young womau was Annette I-

Ington,
“You young rencgade,” he eried,
aternly. “1 thought [ told you to keep

awny—hands off—you'll kill yourself."”

From Inaide there came a low moan-
Ing sound—a wall.

Annette bhroke away from the sur
geon's grasp.  “Oee whiz' he sald,
“you're stroug.”

The wall inside turned to spoech—
quavering Spanlsh—

“LAttle white angel” erled the
volce, “come, little white angel—and
lay your hands on mse. Come quick,
before 1 die,”

|
CHAPTER XLII
Pernicious Plots.

It was after dark. Out of a clump
of trees upon a hill thare sauntered
forth a man—this man was Ponto, He
pleked his way carefully—warily. Be-
fore he knew it he wns where he
wanted not to be—in the streets of
tha town, Ones in, he started out,
but something attracled his attention.
A lttle erowd of men and women
atood about a placard tasked upon the
gide of a hut, Ponto read it swiftly.

Ponto raigsed his eyebrows signifl-
cantly, He had heard rumorg—this
confirmed them.

“Mosquitoes,” he sald softly to him.
self, “mosquitoes.” He tocked the
word mosquitocs bhack in the [nmost
recesses of hisg mind and went his
way. Skirting the town he reached
the Inn of the Spanish Don. From
the rear he sphed a figure in a win-
dow. He whistled softly.

A woman In the window started
slightly, and peéered out.

Ponto clambered up to the window
and nolselessly tore the net from it
fmmediately replacing it as best he
might, He sniffed the alr

*Ah," whispered Inez Castro softly,
“I am smeared with crude oll—face
and hands and ankles, I am immuns.
Here, you smear also, Ponto,"

“Where,” gueried Ponto,
map?

“Sp far as 1 determine,” answered
Inez, “she has it atiil"

“You cannot get it

“Not unless I show my hand,” sald
Inex,

Ponto shook his head, “Not,” he
returned, "“until tha chief says the
word, What of mine host?'" he quer
led.

"A blood-sueker,” unswered Inez;
he'll do anything for coin”

“Summon him,” said Ponto,

The proprietor was summoned. At
the door, at sight of Ponto he started
back in surprise, But Ponto held his
finger on his lips, and exhibited &
multitude of colns in the open palm
of his hand, The proprietor advanced
and quickly appropriated the coin.

“More later,” whispered Ponto, “sit
down—confer with us."

An hour later Ponto—a black patch
on the background of black night it-
self—atealthily pushed open the door
of a hut in the middle of a clump of
amall trees on & hill,

A man inside, waking suddenly, as
guddenly sprang up, knife in hand.

“Soft, capitan,” whispared Ponto, “it
is but L"

The two men struck a light and sat
down facing each other.

Ponto spoke in measured tones—ev-
ary word that be uttered from now on
contained portent. He knew what he
was about, In the back of his head
he had an idea—baleful but useful.

“Yes,"” he sald, “the moaquitoes car-
ry the pestilence. One might call 1t
the moaquito slckness just as well
And at dusk, then {s their time—then
they bite the worst—"

“Go on,” commanded Hernandes,
grimly. Ha felt that Ponto was hold-
ing something back.

“is the

DEMOCRAT

“The little white angel,” woenl on
Ponto ne though rociting & lusson

“Eh," eried Hernandesz,

“Our young friend of the map—-
that |s what they call ber—avery
whers, The lttle white angel, She

goes about from hut to hut—from fe-
verstricken patient to [everstricken
patient—yet she survives, But she
will answer any call”

He leaned forward, “You under-
stand, capitan,” he aald, “she will an
gwor any call, Lét smickness call to
her, she goes,"”

“Ah.' said Hernandez, “that is well,
And the gunpner—where (s he?™

“Eyerywhere—he, too, will anawer
any call."

“U'm,” sall Hernandes,
| on,"

Pouto's eyes gleamed. “Ah'” he
aaid, "ona mile out of town—and
through this clump of bushes where
we sit—down In vonder hoMow—"

“Go on” commanded THernandesz,
“what lles down in the hollow by this
kil

"go on—go

Ponto shaded his mouth with his
hand, “Whisper.” he returped, “whis-
per. No one—not even he—shinll
hear,”

For a moment ho whispered intotha
ear of Hernandes,
ished Harnaodez roas to his feet—with
glittering eyes

“It’a here,” he sald,”In his turn tap-
ping hia forehead. “1 have & By
heaven, this time they shall not get
away."

CHAPTER XLIII,
Periious Places.

Ten days later Annotta [lington,
now called the little white angel even
by the sliore squad from the cruiser,
felt her skirts plucked by a clutching
hand. She looked down. A native—a
mare bag of bones in a jumble of rags
—erouched at her fect.

“Little white angel,” whined the na-
tive in Spaniah—and Annetts had
learned enough of the tongue to listen
to appeals for help—"my daughter—
just 1ike you—so kind, and pretty.
She lles alt death’s door, You have
food, you have medicine—and you can
lay your hand on her, She will get
well, What you have done for oth-
ars you can do for her

An officer from tha Albany turned
the corner. Annotte’'s heart leaped
The man was Neal Hardin.

“Neal,” she eried, “listen to him-—
talle to him for me, Ask him where
his duughter {s—1'1l go unless it's too
far.”

Neal spolte to the man in his native
language. The man Jabbered beck
aloquently.

“Only a short distance out of town,”
said Neal, “over that hill."”

“I'll go,” said Annette.

Neal pondared for & moment., “All
right,” he said, “and I'm free Just
now. I'll go with you"

The natlve leaped to his feat with
alncrity and ran crookedly ahead of
them. Outside of the town they
plunged into undergrowth and then
through woods—but the ground was
dry and the trail was fairly good.

At the door of n hut the native
paused and motloned them In,

Neal and Annette entered side by
gide. In a dark cornor was & huddled
ghape under a filthy cloth. Annette
sprang toward it. At chat instant the
native dropped to the ground and
clutched Neal's ankles tightly in each
hand. At the samo instant the hud-
dled figure in the corner leaped to its
feat—it was no stricken girl—it was
Herpandez, with the light of triumph
in his eyes. And at the same instant
Ponto and the brute sprang into the

It was only s matter of & moment
before Annette and Neal found them-
selves bound and lying on the floor.

-~ . ~

CONDENSATIONS

An English woman married to a
QGerman takes her husband’s nation-
allty.

Chelmorton Church, in the Derby-
shire peak, s the highest church in

England.

It |s regarded as & death warning
in some parts of Germany to hear a
aricket's ory.

Norfolk has more churches in pro-
gortion to {ts population than any oth-

John Bell of Osnaburg, O., although
ninety-four ysars oid, is the champlon
walker of his county. A hike of 12
miles a day (s nothing onusual, Ha
ascribes his fine physical ocondition
to walking.

King George of Eoglend is the In-
ventor of & stove that will serve as an
open grate in one room of & house

# English eounty,

R e

WISE AHD UTHERWISE

Among our n;turﬂ curlosities 1s the
bora, so called becauss he naver comos
to the point,

Many a man takes the rest cure by
sending his wife to the country.

Life {s monotonous only to the man
who has not bad habits,

It is Cupid's business to see that a
mas sud his wife are woa.

Bome of us can even get pleasure
out of our troubles by telling them to
other people.

You may be able to keep the woll
from the door, but the mosquitoes are
pretty sure to get in.

Those peopls are mighty lucky
whoss family jars are all kept in the

pantry.
A Nttle push I8 worth more ia the
oad than a political pulk

“Little White Anpgel,”

Whined the Native

seal. after n fow gasps [or breath,
smiled at Annette Torlornly
Hermandez stamped his (oot i |

will glve you two minutes to produce
the map of Lost Isle,” he sald, “and
it it is not then forthcoming.

He puused. “Go on,” suid
“what then™

At the end of twe minutes he
thrust his watch back Into his pocket
He slgned to Ponto, “The helmets,”
he commanded, "and the gloves™'

Ponto produced two sets of crudely-
tashioned head nets and hand gloves

Neal.

When ha had I111-l

A P A

made of mosquito netting. Inex had

| told him how to make them Hern-
andez donned one set and Ponto |
donned the other

Neal and Annetie, each with a

guard of two behind, wera forced to
leave the hut, wnd foreed down the
trall on the farther side of the small

hill.

After fifteen minutes’ walk they
halted. Ponto spoke sharply Lo the
nitive who was with them

Lead on he commanded; “you

know the way."
wARh" said the native, *'T and mighty

few beside, Be careful now”
Ponto turnad to Hernnndos

he Eald, “is tha cause of ull the

tom of our hill—mosquito swamp—"

“There are not so miny mosquitoes
“not |

hare,” returned Hermander,
enough in fact”

The native grinned.
at night—at night they
thay are flands, foul flends, And they
breed pestilence, On, Follow me.”

Neal Hardin's mother begian to grow
Neal was nowhera to be soen. Once
tha surgeon stepped in and inquired
tor Neal. After that Mrs, Hardin
made Inguirles of her own., No one
knaw where he was—no one had seen
the little white angel,

ware copducted to a small,
islet, green with dark growth—upoen
which there was barely foothold.

“This,” sald the native to Hernan:
dez, “ia tha place of which I told.
From thls there {8 no escape,

Hernandez bowed. “You have chos-
nn pests and pestilenco, your friends,”
bo said.  “Good-night, and pleasant
dreams. Now take un back.”

Back at the hut, the native was bow-
ing low. Hernandez poured much
coin {nto his hand. “And mind,” said

at any rate, you dog."

In another way he
started for the nearest tavern,
bent his elbow with groat frequency

opened hig mouth—and to some pur-
poss .
treat—and talk—and show his money.
And then, to prove he was an honest
man and no thief, like othera there, he
began to tell just how he had become
so very. very rich in such a short space
of time they listened to him
open mouthed. Among them were
men, sober men, whose familles had
weenm ministered to by the nugel sent
from heaven—a lttle white angel
Opo of these men suddenly sprang to
his fest and grabbed the boaster by
the seruft of the neck—and, notwith.

moll, from the wine shop. 5

Back In the Inn of the l“[n\ni:\h Don,
the proprietor was protesting that he
had not seen Gunner Neal—had not
learned of the whereabouts of the lit-
tlo white angel—Secnorita Annette Il
{ngton. A doren bluejackets were on
hand—the surgeon was there. Mra.
Hardin, wild-ayed in the glare of the
smoky lamps, was sobblng hysterical-
lv. Inez looked on calmly. Suddenly
inte the midst of this company Was
propelled an Intoxicated native—a big

SNAP SHOTS

When the sheriff is actually work-
ing at his job, the lynching often ia
frustrated,

When o man talks about a bargain
he means roal estate. When 8 woman
talks sbout a bargain it le something
Al the dry goods store.

What finally became of that deadly
weapon, the folding bed?

It can also be sald that those who
g0 crasy over a popular song make a
ghort journey.

| whore the little white angel Is,

“This,"
pestl-
lence—this I8 the quagmire at the bot-

|

“Not now—hut
are legion—
- |

Back at the Inn of the Spanish Don

rostive—Annette had not returned—

Out in the swamp Neal and Annette |
awamp

Hernandez, “close mouth for two days

In ona way he was close-mouthed.
well, he
nnd

and every time he bent his elbow he

uifter awhile ha bagan to

gtanding struggles. carried him, pell|1¥,

of bones clad In & fumble of rage
Another native pounced upon him and
shook him like a terrier ahakes a rat

“This man, sepor,” sald the sober
uative, “cursea on him-—be Kknows
Come,
ho will gulde us thers. Tell tham, you
dog."

The dog told. He didn’t want to
| but nelther did he like the prick of
bayonete through his hide—so he told

wnd thon he led the way, By the tme
thoy had roached the outskirts of the
town, the whole town was with them
Hernnndez, In his hut, hoard the
COmmotion He know 1n his bones
what §t wan, "Come on,'" he eried to
Ponto, “wao're golng back into that
swamp—| swore they should nol gt
away-—yau wworn I, too”
“How will we get thers'
Ponto
“The
dez, “where he
can nlways And the
on-—lead on"
The Brute,
of culla and hlows, lad on
Jowad At the ndge aof the

thiveradg

gnld Hernan
onee.
Load

Firute I n hrute
hinn
way

Lperinti

Comae

under the usual stimulnnt
I"onto [«
Awhmp

Hernunder, with a wicked &smile
dropped  slleptly to one  slide  and
crawled behind o elunmip of bushes

| Out on that tateful islet (n the con
ltee of the gqunegmire, Neal, his oyes
'hoavy Hdded with slooep, Wi bolding

Annéette In his arms She was ob

livious, Suddenly he woke her wp and
(aprang to Hia feol, drawing her with
| him
| 'Bomenne  comaos he  whinparned
No mooner had hoe said it than the
| Hrute was upon them.  He selzed Neal
af in 8 vise. BDut Neal—a trickster in
n owrostling moatoh—wrigiad out of
his griasp,  He sclzed & heavy etick
and hmged at the Brute, The Brule
lnmu\--l him ones pgnin Ponto tar

the st)ek away from Neol, and whirl

Ing It about hin head. brought it down
with a4 resounding erack upon Nouls
head

Neal dropped ke n Iog
| Ponto, knowing the reason for hants
1nrnul and looked about him, Mo

Hornnndez® abaence

to wonder Hao

wan puzzled by
| but this was no time

drew a knife and started towered
Annatte
“This time." he erled, “you shall

not get awony.”

Annette ran, corookadly
ly. neross the small isiet
Instant she was walst
| gupagmire, and still sinking
from terra firma, lunged at
his knife—but his lunge
Annette struggled away—iried to
reach some place of safety. But her
way was blocked by m waterlogged
plecn of wood. Aguninst this ahe rest
lod, wideeved, watching Ponto's ef
| forts—sinking. ainking all the time
For the Arst time smhe Screamidd,
The Brute, busy with Neal wh
upon the ground, heard her and swung
around. He saw what was happening
Ponto hns raised his knife on high
Falling to strike—he was about to hurl
it at the girl—and Ponto's nlm was
perfect.,

hystarical
In another
deep In the
Pouto
with
ahort

her
fell

o lay

never goet away.”’
that Instant the Urut
nand, and

Ponto. At

salzed a henvy stone in his

He Spled a Figure in a Wintow.

hurled It with tremeandous force
him. It grazed his heid, stunning
him. The Brute, grasping inhis hund
a sapling, leanad far out from thw
shore of the little istet und with ene
hand grasped Annette, drew her, i
ping from the quugmire and set

on dry land.

« + « Behind him he heapd shoutp
In a frengzy of fear, he selzod Pongo™
body, slung it over his shouldor, aund
then, with the instinct of a briute ar
not a man, he leaped lightly, bur anve
from bog to bhog, and disappoated
aglong some pathless trall,

Ten minutes later A snotie. in tha
midat of & motley crow ' of tara and
natives—and fn the glare of many
torches, was answering Neal's: whis-
pered question.

“Na, dear,” ghe whisperad hbn
“they didn't get the map They
couldn't get it. Last week I gove It
—for safe keoping—to the commandar
of the Albany."”

And then she fainted dead away.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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The sirawberry appears Lo excel the
blackborry In this respact: It docy not
gErow on a cob,

Your chance of becoming rich s

of being elected pope of Rame.

In the Samoan Islands ¢ n broed of
cattle the bulls of which seldcm waeigh
more than £00 pounds and tle cows
160 pounds.

Moscow offers & good market for
carbolic acld and chloride of limo, b
cause of the expected outhrosk el ¢
demica this spring

only a lttle better than your chance |

TIME'S RAPID FLIGHT

FABHION'S CHANGES FOLLOW N
QUICK SUCCESDION

Ample Evidence Tnat We Are All of
Us Very Transitory and of Littie
Real Importance in tha

Waorld.
The plotures of women's fashions of
twanly years Kgo look as
toduy as (he fashiona of a llke p

M Lo ue
wrind

of time prior thereio probahly losked
a ncore ol Yomnirs hEo, and as o4 it
gueor us the fMsliongd of nimilnr
jength of time before that Pt less

suemied to the bhaerver of fwo-schro
yaars ago. and s on, Al almoat any
date the modes of o deonds or WO
previous appear wore or less ridice
lous. und this was probahly so all the
way down the sorridors of time clear
to Eve, when, thore helng no TsII0Te
| to look baok to. thera was, of COUrde
pothing queer aboutl them

| In the days of tight skirts we (ookes

back with pmuwement to the days of

hoops and erinoling When  hangs
wisre In vopue we amlled at the reg-
ollsctior of the chignon nnid water! all,
Just um the days of the utralght foont
found the recallection of the Grecian
boand highly diverting At any date,
from tlie present back to the time of
Godev's Ladies nok one onotld plek

' ol o fow FURrs

up & fashion publicsd

and anjoy & i |

ity luug?

pibilass over bDej

before

And so 1t will
tha correet (hing of yestaryenr (s the
langhingsbock of today the modes
of the present will he either humorous
or pathetlc, accor o ¢ wow vou look
at them, n few vears hance

And It s ot alone In t) matier of
woman's garmoents that tl holds
good. The cabinet organ, onoe Hup
noasd to be & musie yutrument:
the Populisis, thirty ngo HAUs-
pected of baing a politicyl purty: the
gllvertongued ateamen of  yors,

with thelr tremendous
appalling
Cabin” and “Te
room,” once venerated us vehicles car-
rving messuges of vital Import] uil
are now the subjects of josts by the
light minded

The slocutionist
light parade, the
it-rappings. the

ymposity and
Unele Tom s
Rar-

amptiness
n Nights In &

the dodo, the torohs
hlum-grass clire, spie
originn]l Swiss el
Ringern, madstones, croguet und very
many more once held the center of the
gtage, but having served well or in
thelr predestined purposes, are gone
forever. The world does move!—

-}Illdail. s

When Soldiers Were Not Pald. r
It Is gratifving to know that our
men In khaki, who, wccording to Mr.

Asquith, are costing
CO50 and L3N0 raceive thels

now hot ween

a head

pay with commendable promptitude.
In the prolonged campalgns of {ormer
!_Imn-.g oir Boldlors ofte Feceived no
pay for vears, sand consldered them-
' gelves lucky If they then procurog w
emell pary of what was ¢ue to them
In one of hig dispatehes, May 27, 1708,
Marlborough complaing of the grent
hardships suffersd by o 0wl regl
ment to whom L£5.7 WilR nnid
pointed out that would “much cons
ribute to the meryiee |f some part of
it were paid to enabje the colonel the
hetter to clothe his rog and the
oftic ‘ru. to support themselyes (o the
army."—London Chrouicie
e S ™)
Use for Prisonsre of War -
Austria hag discovered a miitie
use for prisoners of war. Doctor Poch,
professor of unthropology and cthool.
ogy at the Universiiy of Vieune, has
been granted the sum of §8J00 by tha
government 1o conduct withroplogent
reasarches among the cuptives of Aus-
trian arms He will measurs thelr
skulls, tabulate the color of hair and
eyes, collect dota as to dialect und

bumean specks
once-Oyer”

otherwise siuhject these

meng (o the scientll
many timed repeated The good doe-
tor is sald to be wilklly enthusiustio

over the prospect of so o and va
ried a collection of

for his Investigution.

B

human materinl

Was a Corpae,

o hits grist

“Tired Hunter"
When . L. Durr went

mill, near Pail's Mills, he [ound lean
ing ngainst the door what le at Hrst
"suppossd was o tired hunter who had
gtoppad to riat

When bhe onme [eae fonnd it
wis the body of Spotts,
who had by all in s i i
muzzie of n shotgun i {5 ol and
pulled the trigger with his Topt, blow-
Ing out his brain Villia 1 i)
Dispatch Philadelplia Tnguiret

Worthy Sentiment,
“1 wish,” sald Dobbleigh s rond

certain exousos mapda by per pen-

ple In a seotion OF the

i we
other thau by

shall not Identify suy
ing that It was “spmewhere ifn Hel
glum.” "thit good old Homer was alivae
today

“Whnt for—to write £n eple?” quer-

iod Bingletop

“Epl¢ nothing. Dubbieigh.
“To smite the blooming lyres

Why He Was 3Sure to Advance.

Clarence prescnted himseif bofore
the futher of the girl whom he hoped
to marry and doclared his intentions

“1 have no sarlous vbhjections”™ said
the father, "but i there any chpnce of
promotion for you oOr an (nerdise n
vour salary®

“18 there?" exclpimed Clarence eoag
erly, 1 don’t see how | can biln i@
Why., my position is next to the lowesy
one In the whole establishment!’

retortad

Duek Turned Into Scap.

At the State university musenm In
Lincoln, Neb., Is the body of a duck
that has turned Wrgely into  soup.
This 1a the firet known specioien of
the kind, Doctor Walcott explaing 1he
phenomenon by saving that the duck
was fat and that the water, alknit ana
hot sun simply made sonp of thut por
tion of the duck that was susceptible
of belng so transformed

A Question,
“Dat spaniel of yours must be some
scrapper ™
“{ii, no. Spanieis do not fight”
“en how did e git bis (ace pushed
= Louisville Courler-Journal,

i




